That we may muse in the starlight and talk of the

battles of old;
Your questioner, Oisin, is worthy, he comes from the

Fenian lands/

Half open his eyes were, and held me, dull with the
smoke of their dreams;

His lips moved slowly in answer, no answer out of
them came;

Then he swayed in his fingers the bell-branch, slow
dropping a sound in faint streams

Softer than snow-flakes in April and piercing the mar-
row like flame.

Wrapt in the wave of that music, with weariness more

than of earth,
The moil of my centuries filled me; and gone like a

sea-covered stone
Were the memories of the whole of my sorrow and the

memories of the whole of my mirth,
And a softness came from the starlight and filled me

full to the bone.

In the roots of the grasses, the sorrels, I laid my body
as low;
And the pearl-pale Niamh lay by me, her brow on the
midst of my breast;
And the horse was gone in the distance, and years after
years *gan flow;
Square leaves of the ivy moved over us, binding us
down to our rest.